CHAPTER XX

IN   LONDON   AGAIN

ON the 20th of April 1770 we arrived off Dover, from
whence a pilot came and took charge of the ship. In
his boat McClintock and I went on shore to proceed by land
to London. Our voyage from China to England, including
the stay at St. Helena, and notwithstanding the week we
lay to in the chops of the Channel in bad weather, was
performed in four months and four days, then the shortest
that ever had been made by an Indiaman.

We dined and slept at the Ship Inn at Dover, and the
next morning set off in a post chaise and four for London,
where we arrived at six the same evening. I ordered the
chaise to my old place of resort, Malby's, ordered supper
and sent for Brent, who within an hour had me in her arms,
appearing rejoiced although surprized to see me thus early
returned. After supper with us and drinking a few glasses
of wine McClintock retired to the Hummums (where no
women were ever admitted) to sleep. When we thus
reached London I had twenty seven guineas in my pocket,
and felt no inclination to leave Malby's while any of it
remained. The two first days I did not stir from the
house, McClintock eating and spending most of his time
with us. The third morning, for the sake of a little
variety, I sallied forth cap a pie in my Madras regimen-
tals, intending to accompany Brent to Westminster Abbey,
and to take a coach at the first stand we came to.
Going along the Piazza chatting to Brent, who had hold
of my arm, I suddenly saw directly before me and coming
towards us, my father! Not doubting but he recognised
me, I instantly slipped away from Brent, intending to address
him as if that moment arrived, but when close to him I saw
his mouth going at a great rate, talking to himself and
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